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I'm to tell the wife.  Or maybe it'd be better to get out of
sinning by coming and spending the night with you ? "
" No,   by hellj  You  spend  the  night  at  home !  Say
you're wounded.  Have you got any bandages ? "
^ " I've got my field dressing."
^ " Well, then use that/'
" She won't believe me," Prokhor said despondently.
But he got up none the less. He rummaged in Ms saddlebag,
went into the best room, and whispered from there ; " If
she comes back, keep her talking, and I'll be out in a
second/'
As Gregor rolled himself a cigarette he thought over his
plans for departure. " We'll harness both the horses into
a sledge/' he decided. " We must leave in the evening, so
that our people don't see Aksinia with me. Though they'll
find out all the same/'
" I didn't finish telling you about the squadron
:ommander/' Prokhor limped out of the best room and sat
lown at the table. " Our men killed him off the third day
ifter I went sick/'
" Really ? "
" God's truth! They shot him in the back in a fight,
ind that was the end of him. So I got the clap for nothing!
hat's what riles me/'
" Didn't they catch the one who did it ? " Gregor, absorbed
in thoughts of the forthcoming departure from Tatarsk,
asked abstractedly.
" What chance had they got of looking for him ? The
jetreat was so general that there was no time to look for
anybody ! But where's my wife got to ? I badly want a
drink ! When are you thinking of leaving ? "
ft To-morrow/7
" Can't we leave it for just one more day ? "
" What for ? "
" I could shake the lice ofi me at any rate. It's no fun
riding with them 1 f*
" You can shake them ofi on the road. The situation
doesn't advise delay. The Reds are two marches from
Vieshenska."
" Are we leaving in the morning ? "
" No, at night. We've only got to get to Kargin ; \Ve'H
spend the night there/*